SAND   AND   FOAM

Should you sit upon a cloud you would not
see the boundary line between one country
another, nor the boundary stone between a
farm and a farm.

It Is a pity you cannot sit upon a cloud.

Seven centuries ago seven white doves rose
from a deep valley flying to the snow-white
summit of the mountain. One of the seven
who watched the flight said^ "I see a black spot
on the wing of the seventh dove/"

To-day the people in that valley tell of
seven black doves that flew to the summit of
the snowy mountain.

In the autumn I gathered all my sorrows and
buried them in my garden*

And when April returned and spring
to wed the earth* there grew in my garden
beautiful flowers unlike all other flowers*

And my neighbours came to behold them,
and they all said to me, ""When autumn comes
again, at seeding time, will you not give us of
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